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Hifi Mis grace Iookcs cbearefullyand fmooth to <3a$ï 
T heres fomc conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good mor: ow with luch a fpirit 
I thinke ? bere is neuer a man in Chrifiendome, 

That can lelie bide bislouc or bate then he • 

For by his face ftraightfhall you knew bis heart. 

Dar. W hat of his heart perceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood hefhewed to day ? 

Haft- Marry that withnoman heere beisofFénded» 
For if he were, he vvould haue fhewde it in his face. 
Dar. 1 pray God hebenotT fay. 

Enter Glocefter, 

G[o. I. pray you aH>- wbat do they deierue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuelilb plots 
Of damned witchcraft, and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellifh charmes ? 

Haft. The ttnder loueT beare your grace myLcrd 
Makesme moft forvvard in this noble prefence, 

To doomethe offenders vvhatfoeuer theybe : 

3 fay my Lord they haue deferueddeath, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witnefle of this iïf 
See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is Jike a blafted fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wfte, that monftrous witeh,' 
Conforted with that haript ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

If they hatue done this thingmygracious Lord. 

Glo* ifthou Protettor of this damned Itrumnet. 

Telft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head ; Now by Saint Paul 3 
I will not dine to day 1 fwere, 

Vntill I fee the iame, fomelêeit done s 

T w fL tbat ] °r e ^ c f me and foll °'w me. E 
Haft.Wo^o.oïEnglandfloz a whit for ms.Ca.mtb Hak 
bor 1 too fond mrgh.t haue preuentcd this : 

did dreame thcboare ^id race his helmc; 

But ï difdamd it and J * ' " 


did 'corne to 


----- - --—u lu terne u> ie, 

Three times to day my footecloth Horièdid ftumble. 
And ft arte d when he lookt vpon the Tower, 


As 


of Richard the Tbird. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe* 

Ohnowl warrant the Prieftthatfpaketo me, 

I now repent 1 told the Purfiuant, 

As tweretriumphingat mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd, 

And I my felfe feeure in grace and fauour. 

Oh MargretyMargrety now thy heauy curfe 
Is liehtned on poore Hafttngs wretched head» _ 
C^.Diipatch my Lord, the Duke wouldbe at amnetï 
Makea ftiort {hrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft.® momentary ftateofworldly men, 

Which wemorehunt for,then for the grace or heauen a - 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire looRes, 
Lines like a drunken fayler on a maft, 

Rcady with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Gome leade me to the blocke,beare him my head' 

They fmiie at me,that fhortly fhall be dead Exettnt* 

Enter Duke of (jlecefter 3 and B uckgngh ara artnour. 

Glo .C ome cou fen,caüft thou quake and change thy colonc 
Murder thy breath inmiddleoia word, 

And then begin againe and ftop againe, 

As if thou wert deftraft and mad with terror, 

Buc. Tut feare not me, 

Icancounterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and iooke backe and prie on euery fide; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their oihees 

To g-ace my ttratagems. Enter Mdhr. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior 

Buc- Let me alone to enteftaine him. L-Maior 

G/o.Tookë to the draw-bridge there, 

Buc. The reafon we haue feut for yóu. 

Glo.Catcsby ouer-looke the walles» 

Buc. Harke,i hearea drumme. 

C/o.Looke backe defend thee,here are enemies 
Buc. God and our innccency defend vs» 

Glo, O, O, be quiet it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 





mm 10 













100 





230 240 250 260 270 280 290 



300 






















































































